

©toimi m Rail 


PETR SADECKY 






© Petr Sdecky 
ISBN 3-7874-0027-3 

and Melzer Verlag Gmbh, Darmstadt 1972 
Print: Druckhaus Heusenstamm 
Binding: Klemme & Bleimund 

A note about this digital edition: every effort has been made to preserve the format of the original 
paperback edition of this book. However, some changes were made in order to make this digital edition 
more compatible with ebook readers. Namely the two pages spreads in the paperback edition have been 
shrunken down in order to fit onto a single page. In terms of translating the book from the original 
German to English, again every effort has been made to preserve the quality and intent of the original 
text, and only minor charges have been made for the sake of clarification. 



Technical preliminary remarks on the first complete edition of the following two 
'Oktobriana' strips. 

An English translation of documents obtained from a group in the Soviet Underground 
(Oktobriana and the Russian Underground, English edition: TOM STACEY Publ., Ltd., 28 
Maiden Lane, LONDON WC 2 - US edition HARPER & ROW Publ. , Inc., 10 East 53d Street, 
NEW YORK, NY 10022) published fragments from the Soviet originals that I was able to 
smuggle into the West from the Soviet Union via Czechoslovakia. Now, together with my 
publisher, I have decided to present this to the reader in the West, if possible in its complete 
version. 

In view of my many years of work at PPP [Progressive Political Pornography], I took the 
liberty to complete the story based on the fragments of the original writings, many notes and 
sketches. What it took five to ten professionals six months to complete in the Soviet Union, I 
had to complete in two months alone. I believe I have been able to recaptured the spirit of the 
beauty and virtuousness from Oktobriana's early appearances in the Soviet Underground. I 
succeeded in a reconstruction in the sense of the original, fabulous, exotic-erotic adventure 
combined with the naive pubertal revolt. I have tried to preserve this magical stupidity of the 
original, with which the PPP authors intentionally generously gifted the savage Oktobriana in 
their adventures, believing that the banality, triviality, and primitiveness of the content was an 
indispensable component of the evasive romantic genre. Young Soviet visual artists and 
writers are inclined to these foolish adventures, preferring this masturbation to the service to 
the system that they hated for death. Desperate to have no way of abolishing the totalitarian 
reactionary communist system, they often refused to "write for the drawer". Incidentally, the 
PPP group has created a lot of sophisticated prose, poetry, graphics and artistic photography. 
But that's another story and has very little to do with Oktobriana. 

For better orientation of the reader, I enclose the following conglomerate of originals and 
imitations with this overview: 


1. Original Soviet originals in the series, ‘Oktobriana and The Atomic Suns of Comrade 
Mao’: Picture No. 2,3,4,5,6,7,9,1 0,1 1,1 3,14,1 5.1 6,1 7.1 8,1 9,20,21,22,24 , 
25,26,27,29, 33,34,35,38,41,43,44,45,46,47,48,58,63,64,65 
In the series: 'Oktobriana and The Living Sphinx of The Radioactive Volcano on 
Kamchatka': 

Picture No. 1,2,3,4,8,9,10,20,23,26,28,29,30,32,33,36,37,38,39,40,41,42,43,44 , 
45,50,52,54,55,60,61. 


2. Damaged Soviet originals, some retouched: 

Series, ‘Oktobriana and The Atomic Suns of Comrade Mao’: 

Picture No. 62 

In series, 'Oktobriana and The Living Sphinx of The Radioactive Volcano on 
Kamchatka': 

Picture No. 5,6,21,22,24,27. 


3. My additions based on the original sketches and texts: 

Series, ‘Oktobriana and The Atomic Suns of Comrade Mao’: 

Picture No. 1,8,12,23,28,30,31,32,36,37,39,40,49,50,51,52,53,54,55,56,57,59, 60,61 , 
66.67.68.69.70.71.72.73.74.75. 

Series, 'Oktobriana and The Living Sphinx of The Radioactive Volcano on Kamchatka': 



Picture No. 7.1 1,12,13,14,15,16,17,18,19,25,31,34,35,46,47,48,49,51,53,56, 57,58, 
59.62.63.64.65 -95. 


4. For reasons of uniformity throughout the series, the text within the speech bubbles of 
the original pictures have been taken out and placed under the pictures. This inevitably 
results in a slight retouching of the areas. 

Copyright Groups 1 and 2: P.Sadecky and Tom Stacey Ltd., London 1971 
Copyright group 3: P. Sadecky and Melzer Verlag, Darmstadt 1972 

To supplement this technical information: 

Further smuggled series with Oktobriana, are in preparation: 

'Oktobriana - heavy boomerangs for the Kremlin' (MCYRI No. 8, 1961. Adventures from the 
Great Patriotic War 1 941-45). 

'Shoot the herds of Zambezi' and 'Poisoned Arrows for Dag Hammerskjolds' Last Dinner (M 
No. 9-1 11, 1962. Adventure in the Congo, Tanganyika, Uganda and Kenya 1 954-62). 

'The Headhunters of the Polish and Czechoslovak Communist Party' (M. 12 - 1 3, 1 963. 
Vision of an Occupation of the Reformist Satellite States of the Communist Block in the Year 1 
970). 

'Smash the Russian Tsar's Cossacks under the hooves of the mammoths!' (M. 14-16, 1963. 
Epopee of the conquest of Siberia in the 16th and 17th centuries. Criticism of Russian and 
Soviet colonial politics). 

.Kill the monster in the land of the rainbow sunset!' and 'The golden giant is waiting in the 
land of the great waterfalls' (M. 18 - 20, 1965. Duel between Indonesia, China and the Soviet 
Union for western Iran). 

'20,000,000 black mummies par avion via Sidney '(m. 22-24, 1965. Epopee of the rebellion of 
the Maori people against the British Empire, 2nd half of the 19th century). 



OKTOBRIANA AND THE ATOMIC SUNS OF COMRADE MAO 



Oktobriana and the Atomic Suns of Comrade Mao 


First published in the PPP underground newspaper 'Mcyri', No 1 -4, 1961 

"She was a tall white woman, naked except for an indigo belt, and she ran straight towards 
the car. She didn’t care about the driver’s gunshots, shot us directly twice and threw the gun 
away," said S.J to the Chinese People’s Militia officer, among others. 

On May 26, 1957, two cars crashed on Kuei Su Te Street in Beijing. A pink Ford Canada had 
raced full into a telegraph pole - probable accident cause, a loose nut in control panel -, and a 
black Chevrolet Chrysler had driven on a stone pillar on the narrow dragon bridge twenty 
meters further -probable cause of an accident, loose contact in the brake system and leaking 
brake fluid.e4 

In 1942, when Montgomery’s eighth army was fighting with the 80,000 men of Rommel’s 
Africa Corps at the gates of Egypt in El Alamein and later in Tobruk and Benghasi, S.J fled via 
Nigeria to Egypt and had to pass through a sea of stukas and swastikas, escorting heavy 
English desert tanks. We knew each other well before, since the time we worked together on 
a script for a film about the victory of the Allies in Africa, and there I received a lot of valuable 
information from this man. The excellent microphotograms of the skillful S.J showed clear 
lettering on the doors of both cars, which must come from a slim woman’s hand. Romantic 
readers have to forgive me that the inscriptions are unfortunately not written with blood, but 
only some dark oil. 

On both doors stood mainly the name Moorcraft in Latin letters, and on the Ford stood also in 
Persian writing ‘eb teda' what one can best translate as 'beginning', and on the Chevrolet in 
Georgian writing ‘nakhpamdim ' - 'Goodbye'. In the Ford, the experts found small traces of 
blood type B and a dead man was lying on the driver’s seat of the Chevrolet. He was quickly 
identified as Joachim Brady’s stepson by Adolf Rosenberg, the chief ideologist of the National 
Socialists. Next to the dead lay an army type mauser 1906/65 with five rounds of ammunition. 
Bullets had gone from the inside through the windshield. (For the sake of completeness, it 
should be mentioned that the pistol which the attacker had thrown away was a Walther of type 
PP 765, and of the eight bullets in the magazine only three were left, so it must have been 
used somewhere else recently.) Bradys had suffered a severe pelvic injury in the accident, but 
death had occurred by strangling. Two of the three indigo veils of an Ahaggar Tuareg had 
served as a rather unusual instrument, so that the attacker had not gone naked but dressed 
with the last veil (the Tua-reggs are a tribe of warlike riders from the central Sahara). 

The only document not of a personal nature found in the murdered man was a very well 
preserved folded document, the 'Prize for German National Art and Science' which 
Rosenberg was the first German to receive in 1937, when no one in the Reich was allowed to 
accept the Nobel Prize. On the back of the document was something written in secret ink. 

But much more interesting was a document found in a hiding place under the broken left gear 
suspension. It was a report written in not too difficult to decipher code about two significant 
successes of Colonel Lev Yefimovitsch Manewitsch, one of the Soviet secret agents in Hitler 
Germany. Presumably, the report was written long after his arrest in the concentration camp 
of Mauthausen - the first stop of his involuntary stay. 

I think these facts suffice as an introduction to the next adventure. 

In 1958, a year before the great Tibetan uprising, a 'white woman of hell' appears in the 
Himalayas. With unbelievable zeal she runs through the barren wilderness and searches in all 
monasteries for writings of the Englishman Moorcraft, the first European, who in 1826, 
disguised as a rich Mongolian merchant, came to Lhasa and after some years of research 
was murdered somewhere in the mountains by robbers... 



In 1958, the Chinese Communist government, supported by a huge army, sits firmly in Lhasa 
and controls the communications links between Tibet and China. The Panchen Lama 
collaborated with the Chinese and in September 1965 Tibet became the fifth autonomous 
region of China. 

But the fighting in the mountains continues, and the Dalai Lama, who had to flee, supports 
them. His men with the red hoods, the 'dalembas', are seen again on the mountain trails ("the 
most ruthless executioners under the sun,, as Sven Hedin calls them), to stir up the wild tribes 
who lead their nomadic lives in their black tents in the inaccessible mountains. The rest of the 
tribes of the Yegrayu, the 'Horrors of the Caravans', the Tangutu, Ingologo and the Ingolko, 
whose heyday was described by Przewalski and O'Neill, reach for their guns, bow and arrow 
and their modern Soviet submachine guns. The most famous of them are the Khamba 
guerrillas, who move out of their city of Chamdo to become the most bitter enemies of the 
Chinese government and Tibetan collaborators. In this wild guerrilla war, the indigenous tribes 
often defeat the foreign Chinese troops. 

In mid-July 1966, Tibetan guerrillas ambushed a Chinese unit under the command of 
Lieutenant Wei Kuan in the mountains east of Lhasa. The unit is tasked with delivering vital 
documents to a small atomic center in Boododyr after the two planes that were commissioned 
to do so were killed in a snowstorm. Two soldiers survive the massacre on the passport, the 
young Po Tsu-Yi and Wang Yen-sou, an old Kuomintang war veteran who looks like the hero 
from Tu Fu's famous poem. On July 27, after a ten-day hike over the heights of the Sayul-ted 
mountain range on the second bend of the Napong-chu river, they are attacked by the cavalry 
of the Tibetan prince Dmeltuj. Oktobriana, who had observed this unequal chase from a small 
hill about two kilometers from the river, decides to save the Chinese and their valuable 
document by running a huge herd of yak between them and the Tibetans, the bison of the 
Tibetan highlands.... 




1 Far from the north, Fata Morganas radiates 
from the knots of the Pamir. Two giant, pitch- 
black Tibetan eagles—the last Mohicans of their 
tribe— survey all. Accustomed to living in the 
thin air high above the ice peaks of the 
Himalayas, these two eagles far surpass their 
condor colleagues in the Andes of South 
America in their majesty. It is almost a historical 
law: a Communist eagle—the best eagle in the 
world. 

2 Directly under the two eagles stands a very 
low stone pyramid. God only knows why, but the 
natives are of the firm belief that it is the tomb of 
Genghis Khan. 



And now an exciting drama begins to take place 
deep down in the valleys... 

On the summit of the Kurgan sits a beautiful 
woman on an even more beautiful white camel. 

At the foot of the kurgan a thousand-headed yak 
herd grazes from the meadows and deserts of 
Tibet and behind the murky current of the stormy 
Napong-chu a cloud of desert dust grows behind 
a wild cavalry. 

3 A huge group of Prince Demeltuj's Tibetan 
guerrillas advance on their semi-wild, wide-assed 
ponies, as shots fire from both ancient hand- 
loaded Tang, and Soviet plate-like automatics... 



























4 About a hundred meters ahead are the last 
two Chinese soldiers from the unfortunate 
'Wei-Kuan' expedition. They are not 
accustomed to the Tibetan horses and their 
clumsiness tires the critters prematurely. The 
Chinese rush their horses with strong kicks 
into the flanks to the final sprint. Heavy 
Kalashnikov rifles, with empty cartridges, hit 
their back under the thick quilted, sweaty 
coats. 



5 The herd of persecutors press on, and 
suddenly form into a dangerous crescent, 
which soon takes the victims within its tips in a 
deadly embrace. 


6 "Not that I am particularly keen on the two 
pinkies," Oktobriana meditates. "But this dirty 
Tibetan gang stinks like a goat herd," and 
gently caresses a dark, slender snake that is 
wrapped around her wrist. "And the rifles are 
paid for by Khrushchev and also supplied by 
Khrushchev. Nikita, Nikita, if you weren't 
already a capon, I would neuter you myself." 





















7 "The only chance to save the necks of those 
two Chinese sons of bitches is to somehow 
bring the whole herd of yaks between the two 
and the partisans!" Oktobriana thinks. 


8 She flinched with the harness, and so set her 
camel into a gallop. The sound of the strong 
hooves hammers through the dry fragrant grass 
and brings the dried up earth into the muted 
rhythm of the Tam-Tams of Africa. 


9 In a few moments the red dust has covered 
the monumental bosom of Oktobriana, trembling 
like a snow leopard at the pace of the wild ride, 
the layer of grim forms strange hieroglyphics on 
her body. 



















10 Six quick consecutive shots from her 
heavy 'Smith & Wesson' bring the giant herd 
out of their lethargy and turn them into a 
thunderous avalanche. Oktobriana storms 
dangerously close to the edge of the roaring 
herd. Thinking quickly, Oktobriana considers 
her next tactic, as she reloads the smoking 
Colt. 



11 When suddenly her camel’s body, in the 
middle of a gallop, is caught in the hole of a 
mountain wolf, and falls crashing to the 
ground, 


12 emitting the wild cry of the fighting people 
from Lake Baikal... 




























13 Oktobriana flies forward in a high arc and 
claws her iron fingernails into the fur of the 
nearest yak. 


14 She quickly climbs up on its back, and with 
the virtuosity of an acrobat... 



15 she leaps forward... 



















16 .. .towards the leader of the pack. 




17 She falls violently and broad-legged onto 
his fat hump, stabs him a few times with her 
Yawanian Kriss knife and forces him thereby to 
change course. The whole thousand-headed 
herd follows the leader like a well-oiled 
machine. 

19 She has also thought about the river —it 
will slow down the pace. 


18 A few more stitches behind the ear, and the 
direction of the run is definitely corrected. 
Oktobriana calculates the speed of the herd, the 
speed of the riders behind the river, the distance 
between the herd and the riders. 































20 Oktobriana drives the yaks into the waves 
of the river Napong and the muddy, 
unappetizing mass explodes in a silver glow in 
which a double rainbow sparkles. 



21 The mighty bull reaches the dark, muddy 
shore on the other side, climbs it with a 
lightfooted ness that one would never have 
thought possible from such a heavy beast, and 
falls into a frenzied gallop. 


22 The tip of the herd wedge carries Oktobriana 
forward, and... 




















23 Fortune smiles down upon the two Chinese 24 At full gallop, Oktobriana jumps down from 
soldiers. Astride their sweat-covered horses, they the back of the bull... 
are only about ten meters away from making 
good their escape. 


25 ...and rushes forward. 



















26 The gloomy pack, heads dangerously 27 In the middle of a new leap, Oktobriana 

lowered, continues their stampede. quickly turns around, and even before her sharp 

heels drill into the ground, 




















29 ...then twice more. And she suddenly knows 
that the old explorer Przewalski did not lie when 
he said the best recipe to resist a storming yak is 
to shoot through the front knees. 



30 The bull's charge is cut short, but carried on 
by the momentum he still rolls forward. 

31 Her gun still smoking, Oktobriana takes two 
steps back and shoots twice more into the giant 
bull’s heart. 

























32 A stream of dark blood sprays out of the 33 She fires her last bullet straight into the 
heavy fur, and the cattle stir up a cloud of dust at yak's eye, ending it's misery, 
the feet of Oktobriana. 


34 The two persecuted Chinese soldiers stop 
for a moment. "She is standing in the middle of 
the herd, Wang. This is our chance. If we had 
had full ammunition tanks we never would have 
made it." 
























35 Like an impenetrable wall the herd 
surrounds both the dead bull and Oktobriana. 
But, following a primitive instinct, they keep a 
reverent distance. Slowly, the herd calms. West 
of the herd, the two soldiers flee. 


36 The raging guerrillas descend from the 
eastern side, but are stopped short by the herd 
and their horns. 



37 A whole series of swear words follow. 
Demeltuj only just manages to save his stallion in 
time from being impaled on the offending horns. 
Strict order are given to his cutthroat 
subordinates to fight their way through the herd. 
But, there is dissention in the ranks, and one of 
Demeltuj's giants soon brings the situation to a 
head. The insubordination is quickly put down 
with a single scathing comment, "I didn’t fall on 
my stomach, you piglet of a Korean whore and a 
mountain hawk!" 
















38 The partisans keep themselves at a safe distance 
from the warning horns. 









39 Now and then someone shoots at a yak. 
But the herd does not take this insult lightly, and 
they soon have their vengeance as they tear 
open some of the horses' bellies. 



40 Demeltuj knows that he has lost, and 
further pursuit through the barren setting and 
clouds of red dust no longer interests him. 



41 "We return! The Chinese have escaped!" 

r . -V-,. - 






















42 "It may take a week for this damned herd to 43 "Let the holy Lama eat them! Let’s get out of 
calm down, and God only knows where that here, boys, the bulls are starting to harass us 
woman is!" again!" 


44 Oktobriana kneels beside the dead yak 
and with a few long strokes of her Kriss she 
cuts off the finest hair on its back... 























45 ...and dries her sweaty body. 


46 "The herd will now spread very slowly and 
follow the food. Maybe for a whole week," 
Oktobriana thinks and loads her Colt. 


47 "My kingdom for a bottle of coke." 


























1 



48 "I can't light a fire until the 'Agral' 
(excrement of the yaks) has dried, so I'll have 
to eat raw meat all day. But the devil knows 
whether it will burn in this thin air at all!" 
Mechanically she runs her hand over the horn 
of the dead bull. 



49 What she has in mind now, surprises even 
her. Excited, Oktobriana jumps to her feet, and 
begins to circle the animal. 


50 "I have neither a Coke, nor a man! Why 
shouldn't a girl shorten her boredom and 
loneliness a little?" 

























51 "A wild idea! And something original! Even 
Madame Pompadour would have been keen on it!" 

52 "Girl, you can get tetanus!" But still she takes 
off her pistol belt and then slithers out of her jeans 
made from the leather of a killed python. 

53 Slowly and carefully she sits on the tip of the 
horn... 

54 ...and introduces it where it normally wouldn't 
belong. 





























55 Despite the thousands of years of 57 "Does she need it, such a woman?" 

training, her abdomen almost bursts! The dry, 
huge horn... 


56 ...disappears half a meter into her thirsty 
body. 



















58 Already in May 1965, after the atomic 
explosion in China, the American Cosmo- 
espionage concentrated on this area. The 
most important source of information was the 
satellites 'SAMOS' (Satellite and missile 
Observation System), flying at about a 485 - 
560 km altitude. 



59 Maybe it looked something like this on 
the wide fields of 'Lok Nor', when the 
experimental missile launched... 


60 But, the end result is nothing short of 
Armageddon. 




















61 This was the last warning 
signal for the world beyond the 
Great Wall. 



62 In the Pentagon, the America's top brains 
discussed the latest information. "The Chinese 
will exert all their strength to advance the 
development of the hydrogen bomb and also 
medium-range missiles as quickly as possible. 
Macnamara underestimated the yellows when he 
thought they would take 10 years to get that far." 

63 "This Chinese bomb is nothing more than a 
toy. Except for the Soviet IL-28 their bomb 
carriers are only built for light armament. And as 
for missile development in China, this intel is not 
based on solid evidence. Something like - 
Pershing." 

























64 "Good, good, but we have footage of a 
new, huge research complex and strategic 
missile bases in the middle of Tibet's Drun 
Bulak desert. And that’s what it’s all about!" 


65 "Direct intervention is out of the question, 
and people like Colonel Lawrence are probably 
already extinct. It seems that the Chinese want 
to carry out the first ceremonial start with that 
explosion next week. Probably also the bosses 
Chen-Yi, Chou-En-Lai will be present, maybe 
also Mao? Let’s try to win over Oktobriana to our 
cause. If we do that it will be successful." 


66 "But first we have to find her! I heard, she 
has a lot of sympathy for the Chinese and their 
nuclear ambitions. But the Russians, with their 
Tibetan bandits, get on her nerves." 



















67 Call Zulu 10X15 every minute, encrypt them 
by the code 'Viking'!" 


68 "Zulu 10X15 Zulu..., x 1004587 B 18V..." A 
signal flies up from the eastern coast of the 
United States, bounces off the stratosphere and 
lands in the fields of the Tibetan desert. 

69 Oktobriana slowly and willingly rises from 
her bull's horn, as the platinum disc on her 
necklace begins to emit a sound. 

"It's those filthy American pigs." 








































70 Moscow: "The matter is very clear. Our 
comrades in the 3rd division deciphered the 
message. The imperialists are grasping at 
straws and want to recruit this devil woman. 
This cannot go unpunished. But we must stay 
in the shadows, so let the information leak to 
our comrades in the GDR. But we'll do that 
later. First, to catch this beast, the one called 
Oktobriana, we must find a champion to to 
bring this creature to heel. Our very own 
Svyatogor." 


71 "The Kazakhstan-Kyrgyzstan Intelligence 
Agency is at your disposal and they must find and 
kill Oktobriana. But very slowly, comrades, and 
very painful!" 

72 "Give her the 'Natascha' treatment, eh 
comrades? I think even the Kremlin would enjoy 
that." A heavy oppressive air has settle upon the 
heart of Moscow, it is so heavy that it resembles 
the Houses of Terror in a Hitchcock film. It is the 
kind of air that is so thick that if you stand in the 
center of the Red Square you could cut with a 
knife. 
























73 Before the dawning day exploded into the 
phantasmagoria of the real Siberian 
thunderstorm, three MIG 21, of the special 
command BO 5-D, flew over Tashkent, behind 
the border river Pandsch, heading toward the 
direction of Kabul. 

74 Oktobriana has no idea what lies in store 
for her! For today is a day of reckoning. The 
leading MIG commander, KGB colonel Igor 
Ilyich Bogoljubov, has a score to settle. 


Ten years in a Soviet concentration camp has 
shaped him into a fantastic Bolshevik. But Col. 
Bogoljubov is tainted by his father's failure. For in 
1949, his father, Josif Vissarionowitsch, failed to 
capture the devil woman during the Israeli 
conflict. The sins of the father have been paid by 
his kin, and Col. Bogoljubov has had ten long 
years imaging the moment when he will have 
Oktobriana under the knife. Now, as he nears the 
border with a full payload under his command, 
Oktobriana has become the alpha and omega of 
his perverse thoughts... 



75 As if fleeing from a thunderstorm, the Migs thunder toward sunrise—and bring death. 
















Epilogue 

Summary of the never realized conclusion of the 'Mao-Comic'. 


The Chinese atomic center somewhere on the border between Tibet and Singkiang is 
infiltrated by pro-Soviet elements. Oktobriana has agreed to the Pentagon's proposal to put all 
Chinese bases, currently developing their own atomic bomb, out of commission. 

Nevertheless, she sees herself caught between three fronts: waiting neither to serve the 
Soviet revisionists, nor the American militarists, but if she doesn't stop China from developing 
its own atomic bomb, then it will bring the world to the brink of destruction. So, first she must 
liquidate all Soviet agents in the research center. Then she has to fulfill her promise to the 
Pentagon and destroy all of the center's scientific records. At the same time, Chairman Mao 
tse-Tung arrives in his private lljuschin 1 8, accompanied by a MIG 17 escort fighter pilot. 
Oktobriana elegantly kills the military escort and captures Mao. She rides with him on her 
white camel mare far into the mountains and detonates the Chinese atomic bomb. "That's all I 
wanted, poet," she says to the chairman. "So far, the world has had it too easy. There was 
only Washington and the Kremlin, both of whom sat across the street with their thumbs on the 
button. From now on there is a third power and the balance is upset. The world will continue 
to vegetate for a few more years. Why do I want that? I really do not know, but I think it has to 
be. China wants revolution to spread throughout the world, and it wants full stomachs for its 
millions. That's why it wants war. And nowadays you need the most modern weapons. You 
are a strong people. I destroyed one of your centers, but who knows? Just the two of us. The 
war is only a little delayed. You will build new centers. Millions of Chinese will work their 
hands to the bone, like in the time of the pharaohs. Always remember that the danger to us 
grows every day, whether we want to think about it or not. I'm not sure why. Maybe just 
because we proudly call ourselves homo sapiens!" 

The series ends, and Oktobriana, on her white camel mare, rides off into the distance— 
onward to her next adventure. Ominissionly, the mushroom cloud piled up behind her, as a 
final warning of the dangers that lie ahead. 



OKTOBRIANA AND THE LIVING SPHINX OF THE 
RADIOACTIVE VOLCANO IN THE SOVIET KAMCHATKA 




Oktobriana and The Living Sphinx of The Radioactive Volcano in The Soviet 
Kamchatka 1934 

First published in 1961 in the PPP underground newspaper, Mcyri 'No. 5-7. 

In front of me is a newspaper clipping from the 'Sovetski Akhotnik Wostoka' (Soviet Hunter of 
the East). It is undated, but the text fragment on the other side reports the murder of the 1st 
Secretary of the Leningrad Communist Party, Sergei Mironovich Kirov. He was shot on 
December 1, 1934 in the Leningrad Smolny Palace. In this section the author writes about 
"the growing unrest between half-wild tribes of Koryaks and Chukchi. 

The 50-ton Soviet fishing trawler, Bolshoe Tsarevo, had an enemy encounter with Korjaken 
around the 51st parallel. Lieutenant Morozow's ship was bombarded by such a downpour 
from the coastal cliffs that he was forced to retaliate with a warning salvo from his machine 
guns... 

There are rumors all over the coast about a certain bloody-thirsty monster that lived for a long 
time in the Death Volcano (Kamoogi) and, as the natives say, was killed by the Great Gray 
tribes with the glow of their sun. It is difficult to say how much of it is invention. The volcano, 
which is about two and a half miles from the land, actually disappeared a year ago, and at the 
same time the seismographic stations in Beloe Selo and Berezhoye registered strong 
earthquakes ... The Vladivostok Committee of the Communist Party sees this as a new 
intrigue of American imperialism against the young Soviet state." 

So much for the newspaper clipping with events from the years 1932-34. 

The area of the worshippers of the 'bloody colossus', the Koryaks, lay between the Anadyr 
and the upper course of the Indigirka and ranged from Lake Okhotsk to the Bering Strait. The 
Koryaks are an Eskimo people, and our story is about them. 

At the beginning of the thirties, a group of peaceful Fishermen—led by Kwano, Tatano and 
Rono— succeeded in stopping the raids of the nomadic 'reindeer yaks' (i.e. the Chukchi 
people). Even though the wild Chukchi had the help of the Soviet Commission, these peaceful 
fisherman still managed to take possession of a large part of the Chukchi reindeer herds. 

The strange event that we are trying to reconstruct in our story happened in the middle of the 
short summer. Several eyewitnesses say it was most likely towards the end of June when 
thousands of salmon migrated upstream to spawn. One can safely assume that on such a 
morning ("two suns were born") the Korjaks climbed into their open baydarkas (canoes) and 
went out for a "big fish catch". Then the 'Great Woman' appeared, broke the power of the 
shamans and killed the monster to which the natives had offered sacrifices for 15 years. The 
enormous size of the walrus could have been caused by strong radioactivity in the area - that 
might also explain the monster's lack of resilience and the ease with which it could be killed. 
(At the Kazakh University in Alma Ata, 1937, several articles were published in one volume, 
Appendix No. 15, which deal with this problem in several respects.) 

The Korjaks and the Chukchi agree that the "Great Woman" and her crew of "dark-skinned 
men" used a strange vehicle, an "enormous sun", that clearly shined like its celestial 
namesake. Various eyewitnesses reported that, "The gods walked upside down in the air as if 
they were not tied to anything, and it seemed no harder for them than to eat a fish." Which 
means that they had mastered gravity itself. 

Admittedly, it smells a lot like Jules Verne. But what if a very similar description of a celestial 
body and its strange force field that soothes sandstorms could be found in classical Arabic 
literature? The writings of Abu Ubeid (728-825), in a pre-lslamic epic, Ajjam al-arab '(The 
Days of the Arabs); Abu Tamman (805-846) in his book 'Kitab al chamse' (The Book of Honor) 
make mention of this same event. Similiar phenomena associated with a 'white devil', can be 



found in the works of Omar Ibn Abu Rabi'a (644-712), the famous master of Romantic poetry, 
and finally Ibn Chani von Cordova (938-973). 

In 1927—and this is a historical fact—a famine broke out in central Russia. The Soviet 
government was not up to the task of dealing with the situation, and help from the West was 
nothing more than an empty gesture. Oktobriana and the crew of her "Wonder Machine" 
decided to end the situation once and for all. 

The Wonder Machine parked like a dark sun over the glittering ice fields of the North Pacific. 
Daily, like from an aircraft carrier, whole fleets of small vehicles went sent to catch walruses 
and seals. The animals were then brought to the radioactive craters of the Kamchatka 
Peninsula. Due to the large amount of radioactivity in the area, the meter-long animals grew 
to an enormous size, within a week. These mutated monsters were then immediately 
prepared and flown into the starvation area by the Oktobriana's Wonder Machine. Thanks to 
the fabulous work of Oktobriana's laboratory, the radioactivity of the meat was rendered 
absolutely harmless to mankind... 

Even the Greek gods of Olympus sometimes made mistakes. So fascinated was Oktobriana 
by some ancient artifacts—left behind on the island long ago by visitors from beyonds the 
stars (Iridium giants beings with three eyes and huge skulls encrusted with gold)— that she 
forgot a young walrus in the crater of an island volcano. In the following years, the monster 
grew so large that its body almost complete filled all available space on the island, and 
temporarily blocked the semi-active crater. 

This caused completely unforeseen seismographic changes across the area. The smoke of 
impending volcanic eruptions rose from previously extinct volcanoes on the Kamchatka coast, 
underwater earthquakes were reported more and more frequently, and many coastal villages 
of the natives were razed to the ground... 




1 A year before the Bolshevik Revolution, two 
maps were made by a Soviet expedition of this 
area, and it here that our story begins. 

2 The fishermen of the "Korjak" tribe on the 
Soviet Kamchatka peninsula earn their daily 
bread. Their "Badjarken" (fishing boats) are leaky 
and small rivulets flow through the holes, which 
have only been mended for function but not with 
care, making their feet terribly cold. 









3 Although unknown to these people, the expression "shooting 
fish in a barrel" seems apt here. For even a blind man could fire 
an arrow and still find a target as the waters churn silver with a 
huge mass of salmon. Behind the men come flat rafts with 
women and children who pull the dead fish out of the sea water 
and stack them into pyramids. 









4 "Gooazoo Suzeeah, Ron! Look a new sun is 
born in the sea," shouts a man from the helm. In 
the foggy Nortern morning, all eyes gaze drift 
toward the mysterious dark ball that now floats 
quietly and calmly underneath the sea waves.. 


5 While the Korjaken stare in wide-eyed horror, 
the ball begins to surface, for Oktobrian's 
'Wonder Machine' can overcome all obstacles of 
space and time. 


6 The memory of recent earthquakes in the area, 
sends the Koryaks into a panic. They run 
screaming back to the camp, and soon begin to 
fire a volley of arrows in the direction of this new 
danger. 


































7 The tribal elders can only shake their heads at 
the folly of youth. This is not the first time they 
have seen this dark specter. When they were 
younger men, they too bore witness to the cruel 
and magically goddess with the sun-shinny hair. 



8 Now the dark ball rose from the waves and 
into the air. In the machine's wake empty Coca- 
Cola bottles bobble to the surface. The bottles 
number in the thousands, and the sound is 
deafening as they clink together in the churning 
waves. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning flashes out 
from the dark ball, melting the bottles into a giant 
stone of glass that slowly sinks back underneath 
the waves. 




9 The Wonder Machine has many secrets, one 
of which is that it has it's own gravitation field. 
Which is why it is easy for its crew to walk upside 
down on the machine's surface. 

"Can we bomb the island, Oktobriana?" Cries a 
crazy muscle man with the feathers of a South 
American condor in his hair. "I'd rather do it 
myself with the knife. You should now drive five 
'Raas' to the right." 

10 The goddess with the golden hair takes off 
her pistol belt, and with a brave leap dives into the 
boiling water of the volcanic sea. Now she swims 
like a barracuda through the rocky reefs of an 
underwater canyon. 

































11 “How strange and beautiful these Northern 
waters are: the hot water, exotic fish, jellyfish and 
corals reminded so much of a bay near New 
Guniea. And soon all of it will go to hell," the 
swimmer meditated. 

12 "What the devil... these are certainly not 
chimneys of socialism! Some 'Bolshiv Khujew' 
(giant penis) culture, surprisingly parallel to the 
culture of the Long faces of Easter Island," 
Oktobriana cleverly observes. 

13. “A funny cult, to be sure. Perhaps I too could 
have been worshipped like some old Toltec 
monster," Oktobriana mused, trying to get 
through the shoals of various exotic fish. 



14 And for a moment she reflects upon her 
origins: Born of a Viking father and a Central 
American princess some 7,000 years ago, 
subjugated to painful operations and radiation 
treatments by the priests of an alien race when 
she was still a girl, which only ended when the 
Caribbean empire of Atlantis sank under the 
ocean depths creating the Sargasso Sea. 






















Then her tragic path of immortality: through the 
ancient civilizations of China, Harrapa, Mu and 
Lemuria, and onward toward the land of the 
Sumerians and Agytiens, Greece and Rome. 
Bearing witness to the inquisition of the Middle 
Ages, and the Colonialism of the White Man, and 
participating in various political and economic 
revolutions even to this day. 



15 “An original construction of the wall! Like the 
Peruvian ruins of Tiahuanaco! Or like the 
buildings that have disappeared under the Nazca 
plateau!" 

16 "At last I found The Realm of the Big Penis', 
chronicled comprehensively by the Chilam- 
Balaam Chronicle, which tells us lies far to the 
northwest, in the area of the iridum giants, who 
came from the stars in the year of the Great 
Scorpio!" 






















17 “The biggest phallic monuments I've ever 
seen. And I understand something about it. 
Definitely 50 meters... and what wonderful 
morbidity at the foot of the statues. Millions of 
giant skulls of the three-eyed Cyclops breed, and 
all of that has to go away just so that a few of the 
dirty Korjaks can continue to vegetate." 



20 Our perverse Aphrodite emerged from the 
foam of the thundering waves. Tired of 
swimming, and even more so from the wild night 
of lovemaking with her entire team, she climbs 
out of the water onto the smooth, sparkling 
stones of the island. The island dangerously 
trembles as she steps onshore. 


18 “And what kind of riches can be found here. 
Gold. A lot of gold. No nuggets from the Taiga 
Amurs, but golden dust and sand everywhere. 
And even red clay, which you rarely see on the 
southern tributaries of the Yukon, or occasionally 
found in the fur of grizzly or Kodiak bears that I 
shot there. And here is tons of it!" 

19 Oktobriana wakes up from the reverie, as the 
in air in her the super lungs, under her massive 
breasts, is almost depleted. She shoots up to the 
water surface. 


21 Thunderous ocean waves, made more 
tenacious by underwater earthquakes, clash 
against the island rocks. Surrounded by the 
numerous birds that inhabit the island, 
Okobriana is hell-bent on revenge. For just as 
God wished to destroy his unsuccessful creation 
by flood, Okotobriana must now remove the evil 
that she herself has caused by her 
carelessness. 






































22 She has seen many horrors in her long life, 
but despite this she stands petrified at the rock 
gate that leads to the interior of the crater. 


23 In her wildest dreams, Oktobriana could 
never imagine witnessing such a hellish 
transformation. 


25 In the center of hell is a walrus of 
monstrous dimensions, surrounded by 
a halo of screaming birds. 































26 “A few years ago when I brought it here it 
was half a meter tall... 


27 ...And now it's 30 meters high!” 28 Kamtschatka's eternal wind have dried 

Ocktobriana's golden mane, but now beads of 
sparkling sweat covered her forehead. “The 
volcano's crater is right under the beast. If I can 
plug the pit crater with him, the island will shoot 
up into the heavens within minutes!" 



























29 “The radioactivity in this area is also much 
stronger now than it was three years ago. If an 
atomic reaction occurs ..." 


30 Through stinking clouds of volcanic steam, 
Oktobriana climbs upon the beast's back, and 
makes her way to its head. 


31 “I wish I had filmed this. If this were a 
Hollywood movie it would have been the hit of 
the century!" 


















32 The giant walrus remains motionless like a 33 With both her arms and thighs, she hugged 

marble statue. It is only when a seagulls begin the ancient ivory tooth and slowly crept down. 

pecking at the flesh around the beast's eyes and 

nose did it finally stir, causing the rocks to 

tremble from the movement. But it only stared at 

Okobriana, with it's Moby Dick like eyes, as she 

crawled over his muzzle and made her way 

down toward its gigantic canine tooth. 

34 But, the surface of the canine tooth is sharp 
like jagged glass, and cuts into the flesh of her 
chest, leaving hundreds of wounds. But open 
wounds are nothing to this Amazonian goddess 
and they close almost immediately. 


















35 "Jack the Ripper couldn't have treated me 
better with his razor than this damnable ivory!" 

36 Wild with pain, Oktobriana jumps like a black 
panther from the canine and easily lands on the 
creature's vulnerable neck. 

37 The sharpness of her Kriss knife buzzes in 
the air and soon disappears into the neck of the 
radioactive monster, causing a stream of dark 
red blood to splash across her face. 














38 And blood continues to gush out in a steady 
stream. Oktobriana notes the color of it: red like 
the dragon orchid from the Amazon region. 


39 Oktobriana slowly slides down, carving a 
deep deadly wound into the beast's body, 



40 until she, covered in the stinking blood... 

















41 ...stands on the floor between the front legs 
of the beast, as a shower of blood rains down 
from above. 


42 She lifts her gaze to admire her handiwork, 
with the eye of a Stakhanov activist who reports 
a ton more coal to his superior than the daily 
quota set by the party and the government. 


43 Oktobriana struggles through the 
bubbling lava with a series of athletic jumps. 
Her keen initiation tells her that the monstrous 
body of the walrus lies in the pit crater behind 
her back. 


44 With an elegant leap, like that of an ancient 
Greek goddess, Oktobriana plunges into the 
boiling water, and soon finds herself among 
numerous schools of fish. Startled by her 
sudden arrival the fish scatter in all directions. 
Still the salty water brings her some comfort, as 
the current washes the blood off her body. 




























45 Every second counts, and its only a foaming 
water trail that shows her the marathon path back 
to the 'Wonder Machine'. Oktobriana's male 
harem pulls her back on aboard to much 
celebration. 



46 The vibration emitting from the island grows 
from a whisper to a roar signaling impending 
doom. 


47 Oktobriana shuts her eyes tight; while at the 
same time her wide predatory mouth sneers. 

































48 And then, despite her eyes being closed, 49 By the flash of a radioactive explosion, 
she is still momentarily blinded... 


50 A giant pillar rises against the frozen sky. 


























51 “Shit! I nearly forgot! The explosion creates a 
pressure wave, a good 20 meters high, which will 
smash the natives like ants. "Fly 80 meters high!" 
Oktobriana roars. 


53 Oktobriana's second-in-command—who is 
adorned with a platinum bracelet— presses a 
button in the navigation cabin. 


52 Like lightning, The Wonder Machine rises 
from the chocolate-colored seawater and 
thunders into the sky. 


54 The gravitational field connects. 
Screaming waves, flying stones and boiling 
lava only clap powerlessly against the Wonder 
Machine's hemisphere. 

































55 Several small pods emerge from the 
spherical Wonder Machine. A man sits in the 
helm of each one and directs them to a 
predetermined location on the boundary of the 
gravitational field. Working in tandem they 
increase the intensity of the field's effect. The 
ancient Toltec language the men use to report 
their position sounds strange and foreign to our 
modern world. 


56 Panic in the Korjak camp reaches its apex. Even the recent 
earthquakes and the sudden appearance of the dark sphere 
pales in comparison to the torrent of seawater, rocks, lava and 
smoke that now rains down upon them. 































57 Another pod breaks off from the rest, and 
heads towards the Koryak camp. 

58 "Quiet!" Shouts the voice of a giant voice the 
pod’s hidden loudspeakers. The mesmerizing 
voice of a giant is enough to calm the fearful 
murmur of the Korjaks. 



59 Some semblance of sanity returns to this 
primitive land. 


60 And now the big globe follows the little 
balls towards the sandy beach. 






































Like a dark sun, it casts its shadow over the 
shore, and then begins to descend upon the soft 
earth below, 



61 where the primitive Koryaks fall to their 
knees. These new gods are said to have 
impressed them more than the Bolshevik 
commissioners, 

62 and at the chief's command, the poisoned 
tipped arrows of the tribesmen lower. 























o 


63 Oktobriana's team of giants emerge from 
their tiny ships. The largest of them opens a 
sparkling bottle of vodka with his healthy teeth, 
and a few drops of this magical liquid decorate 
the barbarian's chest. 

"So, a bottle of friendship, Koryak. Although we 
usually prefer the premium milk that flows like a 
river from Oktobriana's more than capable 
breasts." 

64 The Korjaks drink the offered schnapps, but 
still stand in petrified awe of these strangers. 
Their faces have a lot of the American Indians in 
them, just as some Indians have many Tibetan 
and Mongolian features. 


Three Aleutians are particularly silent. Some 
time ago, an ice floe carried them from the 
American side of the ocean into these foreign 
lands.They came with no chance of returning 
home. Working their fingers to the bone, they 
rose up in ranks of the Korjaken tribe, nearly 
becoming chiefs in their own right. But now, they 
are far too close to this savage goddess for their 
liking. 

65 "Oktobriana! Our Wonder Machine is not 
roadworthy. It'll take two months to fix it." 

"Well, if this piece of junk doesn't want to work, 
we'll have to do it on foot!" 



















"I know that the Komsomolsk people need 
meat! Whole mountains of meat to feed their 
hungry bellies! Imagine, the Komsomolsk want 
to build a city in the wilderness! But, they made 
the mistake of allying themselves with Stalin, 
who lets them starve. Now both the Soviet and 
Chinese prison camps are teeming with 
dissents, so many that they have organized into 
prison gangs!" 

66 "We have tons of walrus meat here. But 
what good will it do us if we cannot transport it 
with the Wonder Machine! The distract from 
here to the Amur is almost unimaginable..." 

67 "Korjaks! Give me reindeer! Half of your 
herds! This is the real egg of Columbus: meat 
that transports itself. Start repairing the Wonder 
Machine! While, I select the reindeer for the 
journey." 



68 Tens of thousands of Korjak reindeer have 
walked these pathways for many generations, 
and the sand of their stomping grounds has 
been ground and harden to stone under their 
hoofs. But there is a growing tension in the air, 
and one false move will set the herd off... 



69 "Don't bother them too much!" 
Oktobirana advises her Herculean 
companions from the top of a mountain. 

"If these animals go wild, you will have less 
of a chance than you would against 
elephants or even bison. You can avoid 
them, but the reindeer braid their antlers to 
the point where they can grown up to 10 
kilometers wide, and they will have no 
hesitation in using those antlers to crush you 
like porridge. You should go to the edge of 
the herd, and pick out the leading animals! 
Not too young, not too old. They have to be 
strong. Then the herd will follows them like 
robots..." 






















70 Every year, the lichens flood this region. The reindeer dull 
the spread of this reddish moss, eating it as a source of food. 




71 "Take the lassos from the Korjaks and show 
them what you can do! I've already scrapped so 
much meat today that it would be enough to feed 
the whole Red Army." 



72 “Not these ones. Although they are strong, 
so strong they sometimes even tear off the 
antlers, but they are far too young. We need 
good leaders!" 


73 “Not that crippled one up there either. Such 
a waste. But look there at the very front. That is 
our king. He's exactly the kind of animal that 
will serve as Okobriana's mount. 






















74 Flocks of screaming wild geese darken the 
sky as they move across the plateau. Their 
numbers are such that they occasionally block 
out the sun. 



75 Boroo, the largest of Oktobriana's men, 
wipes the sweat from his brow with a broad 
hand, flicking the excess moister into the 
grass. With a slow certainty, he begins to spin 
the Korjak lasso in a wide circle. The rope is 
braided from the lianas of the sea making it 
strong enough to ensnare its target. 






















77 The noose pulls tightly around the animal's 
neck and pulls it down. But, it is the barking 
Korjak dogs that bring the leader of the herd to 
ground. 

79 "After work— take a rest, as the 
communist slogan says. So give me this virgin 
for the night. Unless you have a better one, this 
will be enough! Remember, I saved you from 
the walrus beast. I deserve one of your bitches 
to elegantly play with." 



78 "Don't saddle up! And don't neuter the poor 
creature! I like hot male meat between my 
thighs! He is mine to tame!" 

























80 “She is far too beautiful to suffer the shame 
of an unwed mother. 

81 I will do the defloration correctly. All night 
with the tongue and the knife." 


82 "I killed a beast that put 500 people at risk. Is 
this little sin so much to ask in way of 
compensation? Especially because it's so sexy. 
Tomorrow feed what's left of her to the dogs if 
that is what you want. But tonight this Korjak girl 
shall satisfy the proletariat’s wanton desires!" 























83 The old chief soon understood the gravity of 
the situation, as far as his conscience was 
concerned: "If she doesn't get the girl she wants, 
she will takes the girl by force. This is a small 
price to pay to satiate this Devil Woman's 
desires. According to the Tschuck-tschen, she 
once saved 50 fishermen from a thunderstorm, 
and then consumed 20 boys and two dozen girls 
in one night, as a reward!" 

84 "As for you, you clever girl, groom yourself. 
And none of you had better interfere; otherwise I 
will kick you in the balls! For a bottle of vodka 
you would sell your women to the Soviet 
soldiers, yes. But building an Altar to the 
people's heroine, so that she may satisfy her 
sexual thirst, is suddenly too expensive for you, 
you cattle!" 




85 The Korjaks start working, breathing a 
sigh of relief that this Savage Goddess has 
only demanded the virginity of a busty girl as a 
sacrifice. They build a cozy wigwam, so that 
their liberator can indulge in a night of lust and 
pain with her chosen victim. 

86 Now Oktobriana's crew, along with the 
Korjaks, dull their senses on a mixture of 
'Chen-Chen' and old, semi-toxic mushrooms, 
so that in their stupor they will not have to hear 
the screams of the victim of this perverse 
ritual. And indeed - soon they slept like dead. 
An explosion in Soviet gold mining near 
Semerestchanchesk thunders from the west, 
but not even such a sound as this is enough to 
wake them. 





















87 The camp teems with bastard dogs. Breed 
from the stock 18th century Cossack dogs and 
the wolves of the arctic, with an occasionally 
female fox mixed in. Infested with mange, 
starved by winter, they run rabidly back and 
forth from the stench of virgin blood, which is 
becoming more and more intense. 



90 And when the Korjak camp wakes up from 
their intoxicated cat chamber with difficulty, an 
uncircumcised young man from the 
Oktobriana's team goes to the beach, washes the 
virgin blood from Oktobriana's knife, and in a 
wild ritual he swallows the heart and the ovary 
of the virgin. Then he hands the knife back to 
the goddess. 

91A fabulous morning. From the indefinable 
vastness one can hear the thundering of the 
icebergs and geysers of the whales. Oktobriana 
looks angelic as a halo of the polar radiation 
makes her hair shine in the morning light. But 
the sight of a flock of birds overhead stirs the 
wandering spirit in her blood. 


88 The warm wind from the south—from 
Sakhalin and the Kuril Islands—silences the 
ancient howling demons from the infinite ice 
plains of the Bering Canal. In the starry, 
freezing night, the victim's painful and 
passionate cries are heard. 


89 In a frenzied attack of sexual insanity, 
Oktobriana repeatedly manhandles her victim 
with a skilled hand using methods that are 
thousands of years old. 





























92 Soon, thousands of reindeer jump into the 
golden waves of the water to swim to the other 
side of the beach and start a 30,000-kilometer 
odyssey to Komsomolsk. 

93 "Believe it or not, the most beautiful 
mornings are not on the Pacific shores of Tahiti. 
They are here, far, far up north, where you swim 
in the ice floes in the middle of a herd of 
reindeer, whose heads are too numerous to 
Count." 



And you can bet. Oktobriana came to 
Komsomolsk, where young Soviet fanatics built a 
large city in the middle of the Siberian 
wilderness. It's foundations hued from the 
corpses of numerous commissioners and 
bureaucrats... Stalin, himself, would attribute her 
deeds as a selfish desire for fame and glory. The 
first city in the Siberian jungle! But Oktobriana 
didn't go unpunished. Many years later, she 
found the opportunity to take revenge on the 
Georgia gangster. 


94 "Forward! Forward at all costs! To save the But that's a very, very long story for another day, 
wonderful insane romantics in Komsomolsk, comrades! 
whom Stalin would let die from cold and hunger!" 

















FOR THE REVOLUTION! WORKERS OF THE WORLD UNITE! 





Epilogue 


Summary of the never realized ending of the 'Sphinx comic'. 

Half a year later, after completing her mission in Komsomolsk... 

Oktobriana and her team rest for two whole weeks and enjoy what their imagination, the 
barren coast of Kamchatka and their barbaric inhabitants have to offer. They eat as much fish 
and reindeer meat as they can, sleep on the line with the Korjak women and girls, and one 
day, when the last of the fifty empty Coca-Cola bottles disappear in the garbage chute, the 
crew suddenly feels compelled to deal with the dirty river water to see if they can make a 
difference ... Each of the men, despite their bad mood, sits dutifully in front of his television 
set and checks his sector. And one late afternoon, after a briefing, they decided the next day, 
under Oktobriana's leadership, to head to the volcanic north of Kamchatka, where, according 
to a vague presumption by the Soviet geological expedition of 1929, there were considerable 
amounts of radioactive elements... Around eleven o'clock in the morning, the Wonder 
Machine gently lifts off the ground and disappears into the the north. 

Life in the Korjak camp continues peacefully. But soon their little paradise is destroyed when a 
wounded rider arrives on a reindeer and reports terrible things: "Chukchi-Kriefer are on the 
way to steal our women and our skins." The Korjak send out all men who can carry weapons 
—i.e. here, all men between the ages of nine and ninety. The warring party is lured into a trap 
by the Chukchi and slaughtered to the last man. Daagh, a busty, beguiling beauty, begins to 
train the women and girls into soldiers. But they are soon surrounded by the Chukchi reindeer 
cavalry, who cut them off from their food supply. The girls soak the tips of their arrows with the 
body poison of their fallen comrades-in-arms. But, hunger forces them to eat earth and drink 
their own blood... 

...Then Oktobriana's Wonder Machine returns. Dagoor, who favors her right hand because of 
its enormous potency, suggests sending lethal rays against the attacking Chukchi. But even 
here, Oktobriana sticks to the taboo she inherited from the 7,000-year-old royal family of 
Tolthek, never taking advantage of technical superiority, especially over primitive tribes, as 
long as other means are possible. 

The situation is complicated by the fact that the male crew of Oktobriana’s Wonder Machine 
has to renew their "immortality" every ten years in the forgotten temples of the Australian 
desert, and that time is now. They have to make a decision. Either they save their own lives or 
that of these dirty, barbarically beautiful girls on this sandy, barren coast. The men decide. 
Leaving the Wonder Machine. Oktobriana keeps watch, and orders the men to impregnate as 
many of the women as possible, otherwise this tribe will disappear from the face of this poor 
planet, and that would be a shame. "That is your penultimate task. The final act is death on 
the Battlefield where you will redeem the mothers of your unborn children." 

Before they leave, the men salute their goddess in the classic posture of the Tol thek heroes, 
then fuck the girls and finally find their end in a victorious fight. It is, however, a Pyrrhic victory. 
Oktobriana flies alone in her Wonder Machine, but promises the girls to send a medical ship 
from Vladivostok in nine months. "Your tribe is to live." Alone in her dark globe she disappears 
into the sinking sun, just like the heroes of the West, who, after doing their duty, lose 
themselves in the distance, never to return. The final panels in this series would express great 
sadness, but also great hope... 



HERO OF THE PROLETARIAT 
DRINKS COCA-COLA—NOT VODKA! 






















